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will go shortly/ he adds. I persist. He shakes his
old grey head! 'No, no? I can/ he says; 'but you will
lose much, 1 little, it is not worth it; if I help YOU,
you will suffer. You can't move without me. I
don't move, you don't suffer!5 c Well, Mon General *
I reply, '1 shall attack without warning, and if I don't
take it, I will eat my hat!' He roars with laughter.
He has never heard of such a thing! A British
general eating his hatS 'Which one/ he asks, cthe
tin one or the chic one?5 'The chic one/ I reply;
sand if 1 win you eat the tin one!3 We part great
friends. Now 1 have good reasons for wanting to
take the little mound, apart altogether from the
sniping and observation. I have formed a very high
opinion of the calibre of the men and their officers.
The staff has been renovated, and their methods
and military mentality have been improved. I have
eaten the leek with each of the Welch battalions on
St. David's Day, and know their outlook on the
'bloody problem' to be the right one. They have
been starved of help, supports backing and example.
No men could have come through the muddy,
pestilential hell of the winter with hearts unbroken
unless those hearts were in the right places. We
now have new colonels, majors* adjutants, doctors,
transport officers, and quartermasters. These are ail
in a vice grip. All that is now requisite is an initial
minor success of our own, unplanned by outsiders*